FIRE BELOW

turned the switch and set the spark and throttle
and stepped to the front of the car. I dared not
use the self-starter because of the noise it made,
but the engine started the first time I swung
the shaft.
Though I think it was fairly silent, it seemed
to me to make an unearthly din, and I whipped
to the steering-wheel with the sweat running
down my face. For an instant I shrank from
taking the driver's seat, for once I was there,
I was trapped, and if Grieg rose out of the
bushes, I Ijad no chance. Still, to wait was
futile, and a moment later I had my foot on
the clutch. . . .
The gears were storming, and the car was
rocking like a ship . . . behind me the door
slammed to, and the clap took a week from my
life ... my hands were slipping on the wheel
. . . and then I was out on the road, and the
blessed sunshine was streaming into my eyes
and a flood of soft, cool air was sliding over
the windscreen and falling upon my face. ...
So I recovered the car. I am, not proud of
the memory, but I have set out the truth, to
show what a fool his nerves may make of a
man ; and I have no defence to offer except that
the place was a covert and I have but two eyes.
Now I was very anxious to quit the road I
was using as soon as I could, for Grieg might
have telephoned to Vigil and told the police
to call for him with their car, and I.had no
wish to meet them in such a way. But until
I had taken up Ldia, I dared not go very fast,
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